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the winter rains, and some are very deep and long, twisting
about underground and so giving rise to strange stories of
men lost in them, of treasure buried in them, of girls im-
prisoned in them, and ofafarit, of shaitansand jinns who live
in them. This hard plain dotted with caves is the foreground
to the strategic sands in which aeroplanes cannot land and
cars can only with difficulty pass, but in which camels and
horses find good grazing and can move easily.

Just after the sand-dunes, near the wells of Ramah, we
saw a car speeding towards us. It pulled up in front of us,
and out of it leapt a black chamberlain with a message of
welcome from the King. This delivered, the chamberlain
darted off ahead of us to take news of our whereabouts to
Riyadh.

We stopped at Ramah for a short time to look at the deep
wells from which men of the Subaih tribe were drawing
water for their camels. These wells, together with the wells
of Ramahiya near by, are, or were, strategically important.
Here is the only water north-east of Riyadh and its neigh-
bouring oases, and there is none beyond them in an easterly
direction for over two hundred miles. He who would
attack Riyadh from the north or east with ground forces,
therefore, must capture first the ebridgehead' of Ramah.

The ground west of Ramah is rough and stony. Near the
watercourses of Thamani we were met by members of the
Minister's staff from Jedda. They were shivering in the
thin white shirts worn in the Hejaz. Here in the centre of
Arabia they gave us mail from the outside world.

Several dust-devils came by us. On a windy day there
often come across the wide Arabian landscape tall towers of
sand; twisting and twirling, like a dancer, dipping before
darting onward or pausing as if for admiration, always with
more life and power than is held in our word " dust-devil."
These the Arabs call muasar. One such narcissus in the wind
came hurrying towards us now, and, try as we could, we
did not escape the sand-veil passing a warm caress over us.
Higher and thinner it went, deftly threading a way between
some grazing camels and their master's tent before at last